THEN PROCEED WIT DER 
PLANS AND LET ME / 
KNOW WHEN EVERV- / DO THAT 
THING IS SET FOR, /\ UERR 

OUR VISIT TO r — 
PRESIDENT • 



WHATTIME. DOES THE CONVENTlOrv 

r — -a START? 1 

TUEYRE GOIW& TO V* 
WAVE THEIR, LUNCHEON 
AW MINUTE NOW. 
THEN THEY'RE MflK" ,„ 
INO A SPECIAL MASS W-l 
VISIT TO THE CAPITOL. 
THE CONVENTION 
FORMALLY 

OPENS 
TONIGHT. 




AW AS 1 SAID BEFORE - SAY 
WUAT'S THE MATTER WITH ' 
EvERVGNE* TUEVRE ALL 
FALLING ASLEEP ON ME 




Rack in the offktb of the 
M w«sioBNT... r - s: -- 




FOB. THOSE WHO VOULD 
MAKE FUN VEN VORK 
!9S TO BE PONE. 



^W 




E V1LLHAFF NO MORE -ER- JOKES. 
GO ROUND TO ALL DER OFFICES Ul m „ 
&IFF VORD DAT DESE CLOTHES WAFF 
NOW SERVED DER.PURPOSE OF GETTING 
US IN WERE IN PLACE OF PER GOLD 1 
STAR MOTHERS. DER CLOTHES f 
NOW BE- DISCARDED. 




IT'S THE PL AG/ l KNEW IP 1 
SW&JTED FOR UIM PR&V6D FOR ). 
IE WOULD CO.YiE.' 





?^r? 
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PgW DAVS AFTERWARO 



MY SPEECH WILL BE BRIEF. YOU MEN 
BROUGHT HERE BECAUSE VOUR REIGN 
IS OVER.. WE HAVE TRICKED YOU JUST 
r— _ 1 . - TRICKED THE NATION, 




S 



ftJRRENDER.' YswiTU BOYS 
SURRENDER'/A REGIMENT OF 
— "^ U.S. SOLDIERS WU 
GRABBED SACK THEIR 
EQUIPMENT AS SOONAS 
■ *U BIRDS LEFT, IS ON 
TO TAKE CARE 




ITU OUWH DEAD AND ALL 
■IIS FOLLOWERS IN CUSTODY 
ORDER IS RESTORED IN TUE 
CAPITAL AND THE- NATION 



/X\RS. SMITH iS HAPPILY RE "UNITED 
W^^WITW THE SON SWE TU0UGV4T 
HAD BEEN LOST FOREVER 





"THE FLAG.'" 



r BIRTH- WftR* RESEMSUNG- 
... . -_ , .TlfcA CCJRTNEV, ADOPTED =CN 

OF JOHN COURTNEY AN OLD FLAG - MAKER. AND WAR. VET- 
ERAN ANOWN AS "OLD GLOR.V; HAS BEEN SNOOWED 5rt THE 
IWAQRTAuS OF U.S.H15TOR.Y WITH THE STRENGTH OFA 
HUNDRED MEN AND ThE SPEED OF THE WIND. WHEN 
TRAITORS SEEK, TO DESTROY OuR. COUNTRY, -JIM DONS 

THE SPECIAL PATRIOTIC UNIFORM MADE- FOR Hlfv\ BY 

'■OLD C-LOPvY" AND GOES FORTH AS THAT HARP - 

TING-, PATRIOTIC AVENGER. 

TO CRU9H AND DESTROY THEM.' 



IT- 



vflccetawae' 



EftRLV OMELSCTlQN.DA'VfiAQRN- 




we gotta do more-twan I 

JUST TALK TO TVJE5E DUMB ^ 
VOTERS. LET 1 6 GET AROUND J 
THE CORNER AND GO TO^eT 
TOWN ON SOME OF /"* ™ 
THE DOPES.' _y NOW 
. ./~^7 VOU'RE 
^-^~\t — "^ I TALKING-. 






f^ti 






f|4 




^ i 


|Sn 


', 










HERE ARE REPORTS PROM 
TW£SJTV-FIVE Or OUR 
OPERATIVES, KERR KRAOG, 
OTHERS ST1U.'COMlNff.fl4. 

EACU HfiS SwCCs = "-5^ '■ 
SEALING- TwE- SUB'.NftV 
STATION ASS;ds.=a TC 





AT THE POLLING PLACE WUEREOIO 
GL ORV 15 QN P UTT. - 

r LET'S QO OUT FOR A BITE 
AND A BIT OF AIR. I NEED IT, 



SO WE FORGET PASJV 
DEFERENCES AND BECOME 
ALLIES TOFI&HT TWSSE 
AMERICAN 




SYS'-; '■'■.JS = = -■-"" -.:s 7-= =iS^E fiiP, 
5.4.0 3;5HsT = a.S. 02A& TH=W3£LV = S 
E YOTIN& PLACES. 

NO, SIREE.' 
PON'T -VOU TU1NK YOU'D( E-VERN MOTE 




DANNV MOSS-AN^kWrCf-HNS A 
P4RAOE IS BROKEN HEAKTED. 

CC2IPPL.ED Since bjbtw he thinks 

HE CAN NEVEC HELP.HIS COUNTriSV 
j/'i-t- A/EYE& BE A&LE To FIGHT 7 * 
/=0& MY CO£//VT/2y, ■': 




7; 



MAW/ &A/3A./A/&, \ ! WEi-L,/ 
&OWT ^ESL. S40iV: U GOTTA 
YOLJ AtS^ -&0/MG [<SET TO 

YOU& SS-/A&E BY \WO&S< 

&£/A/A///V<5 AAS ELE\f4T&&) AA/O 
/A/ TME /VETWO&AC VSWy 

SU/£-D//V<3 A/V0 J COO&EO 

•SLy/^/^O^ST/A/O AJOM'J //V-4/V 

ELEVATOR 
Ai-L /DAY 
PW-/EA/ / S&OJ-//L0 
3£" &<SMT//V(5< 



TA-/E-Y M/GAJT A/OT 
/A/ Tf-/E AfiZArfY SCJT 
&Et./E\/E AJE, //=" *YE WE&E 

/A/YA&EO /C> /=/AVO A WAY 
TO Ar/es-rr/ T/-/E/^E'S 



SERVE YOUR 
COUNTRY JU5T 
AS WELL R.UN- 
NINQ AM ELEV- 
ATOR AS PILOT- 
ING A PLANE,. 






COME ON. \sJ FOOL. I 
tVS THROW J A/OT YET! 
M/M - (THEY'LL. ftY- 
S=aOM THE) YEST/eSATE.' 
m/YDOW rf MA/T TILL tVE 
TAKE NEW > 
york crry/ \ 
THROW H/M /v I 
WA^H- 




you must \i you &oa/t 

Z/VAWO^fV [ SAVPLET'S 
£>/E£S, TJ-fE \ YOU /JAO 
A&E SOWS \ / CAf^lA' 
TAfiZE S-/EW VO&m:\ 'EM OUT/ 
TAVE/& /-/^A£>- 
QL/s4&7~E&S /S 
OA/ r«= 7-0-0 
EL.OO/2. 




yOU A&E TOO LATE, ) 
YOU CLOWA///A/ TWO // 

M/A/UT£S £VEfi5Y 

&&/£><3E //V A4A/V- 

HATTAA/ \//LL B£ 

SL OWA/U& - - U/V& 

7*4E ATTACM? 

V/LL &£lSf/V. 






you wa/vt a o/-/aa/oe w 
to £>£-/= E/va you& sll 

COUA/T&y £>& "yOU 7>J>rEL. C] 
AKV^/V TWE /VAZ/S' ,__^«B 

Pz.,<A/fs go <9y-- JSv^Bb 

YOU ADP '£A4. /i*EA/V-A&]£^& 


1 rffi@tsXffl^ 


f o-soyn 

r /n^ a 







/^/ TAAC/A/G J3AT- 
S=ACE PV/TSS 
MS TO SEE ) A>£. 

ABOUT TA-/OSEJ / VUSS 



HEY.'WWO 
/SS" O/S 
GUY CM/E^ 
SHALL. I SET _ 
0^f= THE_EX£>L_ 05/VS 

SL.OPV UP 
3&/DGE7' 





WS-ty Tf-f£ LfTTLE 
CCT/ES .' T/-/EY J-fAVE 
A TfZUCTKZ i-OAD 
Of= &XE>i-OS/V&S 
OA/ Tf-f/S 




WHILE THE UNKNOWN SOLDIER SAVES 
NEW VORkT5 BRIDSES. BUND MEMBERS. 
POSIIVS AS [INNOCENT "SPECTATORS " 
STOGM LA SUAPiDIA PIELD. "" 




WITH DIABOLICAL TWOPOUQHNESS 
THE NAZIS ARM THE CAPTUEEO 
PLANES WITH SUNS AND BOMBS 
CONCEALED INTHElP PACKED CAWS. 





BANDS OP NAZIS HAVE 
SEIZED THE ABMOBIES 
AND EQUIPED WITH 
J3IPLES MABCt-i UP PIFTU 




£.OOS< AT WOS£ ^— v 
f=J3E/{5J-/TE£$S WDAD£0 
fV/Tt-/ A/AZ./S COA4//VG J 
/A-7 AND S''^'•S-^y'" , ^ S 

a/vo X /i \ 

AJOiV / *&VOW P\ Ss; \v\ 

asis/w J X s1 c \ 

■ — '^&fr&£g'P 













^/jSst- /'i.i_ <3&t auT 

AVAJEJS^ I'LL HAVE 
&LEA/TY OS= SAe)C£TO 




--^-■-^t. 




V'^B^O\ 


,yW^ 4 




^ 


3r / 




>^e 






^1 ,._ 






:S=5«j£^^=^S^ 



T^E TEJStaiF/C SPI/v- 
(VliNS CBEATES A 
POWECFUL WfiCUUM 
THAT DEVELODS lNTO_ 




BELLOW C/T/^EA/S-SVE 

WE'LL A/CAT 'EM .' EVE-flS-V 
AK4A/ <Sa TO QE/VT^AL 




POP LEBER'S WISH HAS 




THE AIRLINEK5 CACTUCED 4TLA SUARDtA J 


COMS TRUE-HE j«HAS 




FIELD AND EQUIPPED SVTHE NAZIS WITH 1 


SIVEN HIS LIPE *gPOR 




MACHINE SUNS AND BOMBS STREAM 










■7 \X^ //^l 


imHiek \ 


llL^Mc^^~^i 




^nill li< ~~*Kr. V '"rr r,i ^fef^r^ -^-^B^^HH 


i \ \^*^Jffs~^-* "ZX^jf^a 1 


WjffnlK^^mSy^^^^^ 






WIIL^ j«|j^\^Bwi^^^^ / ^i- 






■///0 j^h Batf yffwffT - j=r - /A - vA/ '-^ ■'"*-'' v-a^*- 


-X/" /^vvilw 


■ / >-■:';'..'■ ^^P Jfl^ 8*1 <-/ ^ v> / a-za-v H-r/AT 




Willl-m^S Wc JKI K\| ■S'^ Aid^/s/yA^ 


/f — jS/M' /Mr -k&i \V-v 


^■v^^H l^V? ^-^^ <S/^E 'EM 


J* ( TjC £? ]/ V ^tit's) \Vs 


X^* ^1 T/V.E WOfSKTS/ A 






wmw&k&B^^m 









DANNV SETS HIS WISH- -A CHANCE 
TO RREASUM IN OEPEN5E OP 
WIS COUNTCV 




J OANM-y CA m"t &&/fVG 
AL.L 7~J-/QS£ £>L-A 
COAYA/- -TW/S 
L/f<E A HAtVDV 




J THAT SETTLES 
THEM FOG AWf-J/i-£~ 
--A/OPV TO CLEAAS y*~\ S/CAT 
"-T l/£> THE REST; 




NQW ON EVEN TEEMS, THE NEW 
YOGKECS "TURN ON "THE NA2IS 
WITHTHE UNKNOWN' SOLDIER 
leading twem ir-rro THEE FRAY 




Murder in the Ice House 

By Ralph Powers 



IN HIS basement workshop, "Blackie" Lord 
wrapped the shoe box with clean paper. It would ■ 
not be In keeping with his life's station to be 
seen carrying a humble shoe box from his swanky 
home In Flatbush. 

Blackle's custom limousine carried him over the 
bridge Into the produce section. He narked on Hud- 
Bon Street and walked to a block where platforms 
stuck out, avid tongues protruding from hungry 
buildings, fed by endless lines of trucks. Here 
pedestrian traffic was impossible. 

■ Blackie Lord was right at home. His morning 
cigar stuck into his jaw alongside shut teeth, 
bulging out like a grave mound. He wasted no time 
on his usual customers, but went direetlv to a nar- 
row building bearing the sign: Jacob Feenell, Com- 
mission Merchant, Bee!, Lamb, Veal. 

The platform steps were worn and hollow under 
Blackie's sure heel. The flooring of the runway was 
splintered, sprinkled with liirty sawd'.ij;. On one side 
was a large scale, on the other a cubbyhole office. 
To the rear was a big door with a massive brass 
catch, leading to the cold-room. 

A redhead sat in a soiled, green smock, bending 
over ledgers in the glassed-in office. Behind her hung 
a hat and coat and a pink dress. She looked up as 
Blackie entered and her hand shook a black drop off 
the wet pen. 

The roar of the busy street buffeted them. Blackie 
motioned with his head and she followed him into 
the cold-room. The door slammed and everything 

Blackie led her to the rear of the long room, be- 
hind a huge rack of beeves. Frost-encBSed pipes sur- 
rounded them. The girl shivered in her thin smock, 
while her slippers dug Into mounds of wet sawdust 
■wept carelessly Into this corner. 

Blackie laced her with crackling tongue. "I told 
you before, Mary Feenell. Just because you're two 
spoons In a tray with the Assistant D. A., that don't 
make you an exception. You kick In with the 

Mary's lip curled. She tried to keep her teeth 
from chattering. She held her feet tight together and 
wrapped her smooth, round arms around her soiled 
green smock and faced Blackie Lord bravely — 
Blackie Lord, terror of the produce district. 

"You said that before, Blackie. You tried to make 
me ditch Roy Stark and ride In that fancy, floating 
rat-trap you call a custom car. I wouldn't. You tried 
to make me kick In, the way my.faiher did before 
he died — and I wouldn't. Roy says I don't have to 

BLACKIE tightened his cheek around the cigar. 
He put out a hand and grabbed her arm; she 
Struggled to keep his fingers off her body. "That's 
your final word, huh?" he demanded. 
' "Yes, Blackie." She twisted slowly out of his 
grasp. "The trouble with the merchants In this dis- 
frlct, they're all shivering when you show around. 
Well, here's one thafs not. You can go to hell, 
Blackie." 

"It don't look to me like you'll have much of a 
business, the way you're going. What about your 
«ien? Where are they?" 

Mary Feenell bit her lip. "They— they didn't show 
Bp this morning. I don't know what — " 

Blackie Lord looked wise. "Mavbe they were hired 
fcway by some other outfit. Maybe they got tired 
working for a dumb doll like you." 

Understanding flashed in her eyes. "You!" she 
gasped. "You made them leave me. You — " she 



choked; tears started. She winked them bad; 
bravely. 

Blackie shrugged. "Oh. nothing rough. I just fixed 
It to get them h jnh with a h*:-V.<-r outfit, is all " 

"Roy'll hear about this," she threw at him through 

He smiled enigmatically, fumbling to open his 
shoe box. "That's what you think." 

She saw something in his eyes then. She started 
to back away, feet scufHng the damp sawdust 
Blackie Lord grabbed her and his hands touched her 
body, made her flesh crawl. He shook the lid off 
the box. lifted out a gun from the shallow space 
underneath. Then: was another compartment below 
the gun. covered by cardboard. 

Mary ncrcan-ert Blackie grinned. "Yoti yell all 
you want. These walla are cork, ten inchrs thick." 

She stood trembling, holding her sm.n-k light, a.i 
if that mattered now. Her fate as while as the frost- 
ing on the pipes rising in the corner behind them. 

Blackie reached over and turned on a small pet- 
cock in one of the fronted risers, A stream of sub- 
freezing brine squirted into the sawdust. He held 
the muzzle of the gun under the stream of brine 
until the barrel waa full. 

"I ain't had to pull any rough stuff on this street 
in a long time. I had the boys educated to kick In. 
But you came along and stirred 'em up with a lot 
of citizen talk and now I got trouble. Well, kid, it's 
all going to stop now." 

She screamed again, She swayed. He reached 
quickly but she fell to the floor. Particles of saw- 
dust clung to her hair. Her smock sagged free of 
her knee. Her round arm, outflung, (elt the sting- 
ing spray of the splashing brine, but It did not re- 
vive her. 

He knelt and felt her soft warmth. She was pretty, 
lying like that. He muttered: "Damned trouble 
maker. Burning guys up In the district with curves 
and crazy ideas. Lay oiT women, Blackie." 

He lifted her head a little, held it sideways and 
forced the gun muzzle between her teeth. A little 
brine spilled but not enough to make any difference. 
He pulled the trigger quickly and there was a 
muffled report. He dropped her head in the saw- 
dust and replaced the gun in the shoe box. 

He hurried back to the parking lot. reaching it 
without meeting anyone who knew him . . .. 

IT WAS after midnight and Blackie Lord was in 
the kitchen of his Flatbuah home, raiding the 
electric refrigerator. Ke was wearing a silk dressing 
gown and laughing loudly at the story he had just 
told. 

A blonde perched on an enamel table, chewing a 
turkey leg and swinging a pair of Broadway gams. 
Her cheeks were bulging with meat and her lips 
were smeared with grease. 

Gee, Blackie that was a good one. I near choked." 
She slid off the table and went to the sink. She 
drank thirstily of the cold tap water, then spat, 
making a face. "Say what Is this? A dose of salts? 
You call this stuff drinking water?" 

Blackie shrugged. "Flatbush water. Everybody In 
Brooklyn knows about Flatbush water. It tastes like 
hell but it's okay. If you don't like it, drink wine." 

"I like gin better," she said, getting back on the 
table. 

"It is very funny how women go for guys like 
you," said a voice In the doorway. 

Blackie spun around, automatically pawing, from 
long habit, for a gun which was no longer In his 
armpit. He swore as his elbow cracked against the 



heavy, refrigerator door. 

The intruder smiled grimly, though there were 
traces of recent grief deep in his eyes. "You don't 
carry it anv- more. Blackie, Remember? Since the 
racket buster .came to town, you been living in Fiat- 
bush just like a respectable business man Not 
using a rod. Very small" , 

Blackie recovered himself. "Stark, I don't like 
people barging in on mi-." He reached over and 
grabbed the turkey leg from the blonde and pitched 
il £ = viis<:iv into the !-_-:ngerator. 

"Hey. what's the idea?" clamored the blonde. 
"Just because in comes a fool breeze from the 
D. A.'s office is no reason to get sore at me." 

"Shut up," ripped out Blackie. "If you don't like 

The blonde snapped erecL. smoothed her dress 
over her hips. Then her eves softened. "You're upset. 
Blackie. I'll stay." 

Anger and venom con'-r-.-i-i Blackie's face. His 
jaw jutted blazingly at the Assistant D. A. "Crack 
it, Stark. I'm clean— and busy." 

"Beats me how you can get away with throwing 
your women around. I'm ready to believe you killed 
Mary Feenell more becEU.-s F're wouldn't join your 
team than because she wouldn't kick In." 

"Back that up," snarled Blackie viciously. I ain't 
playing with you, Stark. Back that crack up." 

Stark straightened, tautened visibly. "Okay, 
Blackie. You got her men to leave and go to work 
for Harrison Grime3. You caught her alone in the 
cold-room and shot her with a gun filled with brine 
to muffle sound." 

Blackie went over and pushed up the wide sleeve 
of the blonde's dress. He bent over and examined a 
spot on- her arm. "Hell," he said, 'T never noticed 
that mole before. Kinda nice." 

The blonde snickered eyeing Stark whose jaws 
clamped tight. "How to make monkeys out of law- 
men in one easy lesson." 

He patted her back, then turned to Stark. "Kid, 
like I say, you're young. Got a lot to learn. Me, I 
only have one gun, with permit to match. It is 
down in the cellar. Come look it over." 

He led the way down to a huge room fitted out 
as a lab and also a metal workshop. The blonde 
tailed along. 

Blackie took a gun from a drawer in a big work- 
bench and handed it to Stark. It was a .38 revolver. 
Stark smelled it, lips pursed. 

There was a strange gleam in Blackle's eye as 
he said: "You can fire a shot into that bag of 
shavings in the corner. I suppose you brought the 
ballistic* photo of the murder slug?" 

Stark snook his head. Blackie shot the hlonde a 
sidelong glance of satisfaction, as if he had been 
expecting that answer. 

"Ybt! didn't bring the photo?" 
Stark looked uncomfortable. 

"Why not? Don't tell me you didn't find any 
slug?" 

Stark eved Blackie sharply. "Why'd you 1 say 
that?" he demanded. 

Blackie shrugged. '"Just like that." 
"You mean you expected we wouldn't find a bul- 
let? The bullet that killed Mary?" 

Blackie grinned openly. "Be yourself, Stark. 
Finding killers and pinning murders on 'eni is 

"Yeah," said Stark slowly, putting peculiar em- 
phasis on the words. "It's my job. That's why I'm 
arresting you, Blackie Lord, for the murder of 
Mary Feenell." 

BLACKIE fell back a step, brow darkening. "Lis- 
ten, you dope, how long you think my good 
nature'll hold out with you clowning like thi3? You 
haven't got a picture, you haven't even got a slug. 
You got nothing on me and you're talking crazy. 
Get out of here, Stark." 

"Ever make slugs, Blackie?" asked Stark, casu- 
ally. 

Blackle's lips tightened a hair, but not enough 
for Stark to notice. Blackie turned and walked 
over to the blonde and pinched her arm gently. 



He said: "It kind of takes my mind oft the D. A.'s 

She giggled, "I ain't seen a show this good since 
Moran and Mack and Ray Dooly." 

It was loud enough for Stark to hear. He got 
red. 

Blackie went to another drawer and pulled out 
a small mould. It was lying alongside a can 
marked: So.. Compressor Lubricant. "Out here in 
the wilds or Flatbush," he explained, "I got to 
amuse myself, so now and then I make slugs. Am- 
munition is high. So what!" 

He held out the mould, blowing dust on it, into 
Stark's face. Stark let go a whale of a sneeze 
and the blonde howled with laughter. 

Stark blew his nose. "Blaekie, I've got you set 
to bounce into the chair." 

Blackie's grin got half-hearted. "Clowning is 
clowning. You're overdoing it. Stark." 

"You're the one's been clowning, Blackie. You 
and this girl friend of yours. You clowned yourself 
right into a murder rap." 

"What the heil're you driving at?" ground out 
Blackie. steaming. 

"You had a damned clever murder stunt all 
worked out to perfection and then you slipped up. 
You forgot to shut off the petcock in the brine 
pipe." 

Blackie's jaw darkened. His mouth worked. He 
said nothing. 

"You went away, leaving the brine running from 
that petcoek. It soaked quickly, into the sawdust, 
already partially soaked from brine drippings. It 
was cold in that room, Blackie. Colder than you 
realized. The beeve3 were partially frozen on the 
racks when we got there. Why? 

"Because Mary didn't know how to set the ther- 
mostats properly and her men weren't there. The 
brine in the pipes was not only sub-freezing, it was 
sub-zero. At such low temperatures, the ice-slug you 
fired from your gun didn't melt. It went out the back 
of Mary's neck and lodged in the sawdust, soaked 
with subjzero brine. It stayed frozen. 

"We analyzed that slug as soon as it melted. 
Blackie. There isn't a chemist in New York could 
be mistaken about it, Blackie. It was Flatbush 

Blackie's lip curled. He cast a quick glance at the 
blonde. She had been edging closer, as Stark spoke. 

"Everything was perfect, otherwise," Stark went 
on. ''You loaded this gun with ice slugs you made 
with this mould, in your refrigerator, using steel 
wool to prevent the ice from shattering on impact. 
You oiled the gun with compressor oil, capable of 
preventing action fouling at very low temperatures. 

"You carried the frozen gun packed in dry ice. 
You were smart enough to use brine in the muzzle 
instead of water, as you know water would free-e 
in the barrel and jam it Very clever, Blackie. But 
not clever enough." 

"Listen, wise guy." said Blackie. his voice a little 
hoarse. "There's a thousand people in Flatbush us- 
ing this kind of water. You can't pin it on me that 

Stark pulled a pair of bracelets from his pocket 
"You forget, Blackie, that a gun barrel will make 
rifling marks on ice the same as on lead. I forget 
to tell you we photographed that ice slug before it 
melted." 

Blackie dived, caught the blonde around the mid- 
dle and sent her flying at Stark. She bumped into 
him and the bracelets bounced on the floor. 

Blackie was halfway to the stairs. Stark didn't 
waste any time being polite to the blonde. She was 
winding him into a knot with her arms and legs. He 
drew up his knee and let her have it in the stomach. 
She folded, groaning, while he unlimbered his gun 
and picked off Blackie in the calf .as Blackie made 
the fourth step. 

Blackie came rolling back into his workshop. 
Stark stood over him. 

"I promised Mary where she lay half-frozen in 
that dirty sawdust that Td make you pay, Blackie,' 1 . 
he said softly. "And rm going to do it," 



a giNPOfl&EMEMIS B6CK 6QO*> AMP BMff INTO ft CORNER. 




THAT'S WHl t\E wes£ T OF COURSE 




^gyftwSfr^ 




THIS PERS.1 BOAT iSt THREE 

Places anp it mill sisk, to the 
65"OV* gl --5 "'rt5 ThE U S. 
SUBWiARiNB PlEeT EMVERE- 

me harbor, it WIGHT also 

flf/.use "(OU TO KNOW THAT 
THIS BOAT IS 6. GIGANTIC 

2;=-.. C-i' J ,GS .■■h.CH 1 SHALl 
EXRjODE Si REMOTE C_ 
AT TWE Rl&UT lAO^ENT .' 



?HE FERRIES ARE SPESDli-f 80ARMD 
AND TMBg. CREvvS TAKEN OFF- 




TVS U-60AT HAS JUST 
SEEK LOCATED OFF 
THE STeRN. ■ 
FIRE.' 




ANOTHER EDITING AOVETiTURE. OF 
THE THREE CHEERS APPEAL IN 
THE NEXT ISSUE. OP QUR FLAG ' 



